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Author's Notes: 

A study of the lyrics of "Painted Smile" against the events in The Moodies' history between Octave and Long 
Distance Voyager, Mike Pinder's departure, and what might have inspired Ray Thomas to write one of his 
saddest songs in The Moodies' catalogue. Also, a hint of redemption for Patrick Moraz (whom | have a 
love/hate relationship with, and usually like to bash on for how pretentious he can be.. | think he became 
closer to Ray than a lot of people realize, and it even shows in the trial, where Ray vehemently refuses to say 


anything negati ve). 


They stared 
It wasn't an unbreakable stare. Not constant. Not with any malice -rather, the opposite. 
Ray could feel it, as it was happening, though. When he looked out into the audience, or off to the side of the 


stage, waving the tambourine and waiting for the harmonized part of the vocal line to come, cueing him to 


step to the microphone. 


He could tell it had been there, they way Justin and John quickly flinched and turned their heads or shifted 
their eyes away, when he turned toward them. He could tell when Graeme suddenly struck at the drums with 
greater fervor, or perked up and became more animated, pulling silly faces toward the crowd. When Patrick 
became more flamboyant in his ever-present dance at the keyboards, or lowered his head and doubled down on 
his focus, driving the show, and trying to reproduce the sound of a mellotron on his own gear and in his own 


way. 


He had felt it in rehearsal, and during writing sessions for the next album they were due to go in and record. 
There, it was a bit less secretive, particularly right after the split, when Mike's absence had been most glaring 


-not just to Ray, but everyone involved, 


Moreover, the realization that the renewed style they were moving forward with to fit the changing times left 
a diminishing place for Ray to belong in, making it all the more difficult to distract himself from the void his 
best mate had left -in having yet another reminder of all that was different, and nothing better to focus on 


Occasionally, he received a silent glance of concern from John. Are you alright? was the question silently asked 
of him from time to time, with a desperate attempt to manage an offer of empathy without pity -a fine line 
that was too easy to take a misstep from. 


Patrick could not have been more opposite of Mike if he'd tried, for better or worse. At times, Ray was 
grateful for it, and how Patrick tried to create improvised solos that he could fit into, without trying to be a 
cheap imitation of Mike, or a desperate attempt to replace who Mike had been to him. 


Sometimes it made Ray miss Mike more, hearing the glaring difference, despite how well it worked. 


Sometimes, it helped numb it out, and made him eager for the present, discovering new, fresh ways to show 
his skills, as he traded the flute back and forth with the synthesizers, cueing Patrick to take back over, and 
waiting for the next line. Maybe this wouldn't last before he would become bored, but for the time being, it 


was a new thrill. A new show to put on. 


And maybe that was his new place, in this new arrangement. Maybe, aside from his featured flute solos, he 
had become somewhat of a jester. An emcee who for whatever odd reason, seldom had any part of 
introductions and engagement of the audience -aside from being there to put on some show, and elevate the 
entertainment beyond what the music was, in this new era where it was key to paint on an exaggerated 
persona. As none of them had the means to do it as the younger, newer acts could, it was up to him to be 
the one who dared to get close to the man standing in his best mate's place, and figure out how they could. 


Ray could live with that. He was glad to do it, if it meant a steady future for The Moody Blues, continuing on. 


The longer each night went on, he could believe his smile was not painted, but true. 


Yet, as he turned, and the stares flinched away, hiding and masking their pity, he was not a fool enough to 
think that anyone believed he was the same as before, beneath his own layer of paint, bleeding, and hurt all 
the time deep inside. 


